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STATHAM 


Broke, unemployed, and alone is no way to start off the new 
year, but that’s exactly what happens after my company 
closes shop after the holidays. 


We're in the middle of one of the worst winters on record, 
and like always | can’t find one of my gloves. When | go 
looking for it, | find something else entirely. 


Him. 


Statham’s Service Center needs help running their cash 
register, and | need help running away from him. 


He’s quiet, confident, and a man of few words. | should turn 
and walk away, but it feels like my boots are stuck in the 
snow when | freeze up at the sight of him. With his hazel 
eyes, nearly bald head, and all that masculinity and sex 
appeal that oozes off of him I can't help but stop and stare. 


But he’s too old for me. I’m not sure what he’d see ina 
young, confused girl like me...but | sure know what | want 
him to see in me. His tool. 


When | watch those strong arms of his flex as he turns a 
wrench unleashing a nut, I’m imagining another kind of nut 
we can unleash...together. 


But will this manly mechanic check my fluids with his 
dipstick, or will he leave me stranded by the side of the 
road, dry, fuming, and with a blown gasket? 


And when my dad comes by looking for a free oil change, he 
certainly isn’t expecting to see his daughter getting 
mounted, rotated, aligned, and adjusted. 


Will this sexy loner service me and send me on my way, or 
will he provide a lifetime service guarantee for my body, 


mind, and soul...forever? 


*Statham Is an insta-everything standalone romance with an 
HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger. 


CHAPTER 1 


Isla 
“Can you come into my office for a second?” 


| take out my earphones and turn to see my boss standing 
next to me. | didn’t even hear him | was so engrossed in my 
work. 


“Sure thing,” | say. 


He begins walking toward his office, not waiting for me. This 
doesn’t feel very friendly. This feels very much superior and 
subordinate. He’s not usually like this and | don’t have a 
good feeling. 


“Close the door please,” he says after! enter. “And please 
have a seat.” 


| sit down and immediately clutch the seat. The cold plastic 
feels even colder in the depths of one of the worst winters 
on record. It seems like the office heater is never turned up 
enough and today is no exception. But something tells me 
the chair and the temperature outside aren’t the only things 
that are cold today. 


“I’m really sorry, but there’s no easy way to say this.” 
Ut oh. 


“Holiday sales didn’t come in anywhere close to where we 
had hoped or needed. We're going to have to shut down the 
company.” 


l'm completely shocked. | didn’t know we were struggling 
that much and now | realize it’s soon to be me who’s 
struggling. 


“Okay,” | say trying to keep a straight face. “I understand.” 


“I’m really sorry. We’ve cut you a check for payment 
through the end of the week.” 


My boss slides a check across the top of his desk. 


| reach out for it. $298.56 after taxes. It suddenly hits me 
there are only one and a half days left in the week. Not 
exactly much of a severance after three years with the 
company. 


“I’m really sorry,” he says. 
“It’s okay,” I say. “It’s business. Nothing personal.” 


But it’s very personal. I’ve worked Saturdays and almost 
every holiday since | started. | gave up my entire social life 
in order to build something with the company. A company 
that is now tumbling to ashes and taking my dreams with it. 


“Axel will show you out,” he says. “Axel!” he yells. 


The door opens and | turn and see Axel, our six foot seven 
former professional football player turned security guard 
standing in the doorway. 


“Ready?” he asks. 
“Can | get my things?” | ask. 


“Your items are in a box at the front entrance,” he says. “You 
can collect them there.” 


In a box at the front entrance? | was at my desk less than 
two minutes ago. 


“I can’t go back to my desk?” 


“Unfortunately not. You need to exit the building. If you 
feel we’ve missed anything you can call us and we'll do our 


best to locate it. Please remember that anything on your 
computer is company property. We'll be sure to wipe it 
before we auction everything in the asset sale to pay off our 
creditors.” 


“Okay,” I say. | feel the first tear and | know it’s better to just 
get out now than to totally embarrass myself. 


“Axel, can you please?” my boss says. “And bring the next 
one after you finish up with Isla. We need to stay on 
schedule if we’re going to get this done today.” 


Oh my god! What a terrible way to go about things. 


| stand up and walk past Axel. He follows me to the 
elevators like I’m preparing to steal something. Are you 
kidding me? 

When we get to the lobby there’s a lady with a plastic smile 
holding a clipboard. 


“Hey Isla. So sorry! If you could just sign here we can 
release your things to you.” 


| sign the paper and take another step forward. 


“Here ya go,” a man says as he hands me a small cardboard 
box. This is all my stuff? No way! “Good luck,” he says and 
gives me a pursed lip expression. 


| push through the front doors and watch as Axel doesn’t 
take his eyes off me until the doors latch closed. They’ve 
turned the office into a prison today! 


It’s starting to snow again. | walk to the bus stop and look at 
the timetable. Oh my god! Nothing for two more hours? 


This is a business park so there’s really nowhere | can wait 
either. 


| walk over to the side of some building and sit down ona 
pallet. | look at the things in my box. At least they gave me 
my pictures of me and my boyfriend Doug and I on holiday. | 
need to talk to him now before | completely fall apart. 


| whip out my phone and hit the one so my phone can speed 
dial Doug. He’s definitely number one in my life and | need 
him now more than ever. 


The phone doesn’t ring but | hear his voice. 
“Oh yeah, | know you like my salami.” 


“Doug?” | say. He sells packaged meat, but this sounds like 
a pretty weird business call. 


“Give me that frankfurter, daddy,” a woman’s voice Says. 
“You can’t handle my footlong tunneling in your subway.” 
“I can handle it and | want to taste your mustard.” 
“Doug, are you there?” 


“Here’s twelve inches of raw man meat for you baby.” | hear 
Doug grunting as the woman moans. 


“And this meat comes with a big fat bone, just for you,” he 
says. 


“Doug!” 

| listen as the girl screams bloody murder and Doug moans 
like a wolf at the moon. 

“Ketchup is going to squirt,” he says. 


| can not believe this. I stay on the line making sure I hear 
what | think I’m hearing. They finish and | can hear Doug 
kissing her with a thousand little kisses. 


“One second, baby. | have to check in with my boss,” he 
says. 


“Oh shit. My phone is on. | must have pocket called...Isla?” 


“We're through Mister Man Meat asshole! Take that 
bratwurst and stick it up your ass loser!” 


| end the call and jump up from the pallet. | pull my coat 
from the box and fling it on the ground. | march over to the 
dumpster and throw the box and everything else that was in 
it inside. There’s a resounding thud as it hits the bottom. 


“What a dick!” | say. 


| march back over to where | was sitting and put on my 
jacket. | was running on pure emotion the last couple 
minutes and didn’t mind the cold. Now the snow is picking 
up and | can definitely feel it. 


| reach inside my pockets and pull out my gloves, or should | 
say glove. 


“Why am I always losing one of my damn gloves?” This is so 
frustrating. 


| put on the left glove and look for the right. | search the 
never-ending array of pockets and still can’t find it. 


“It’s got to be here,” | say out loud. “Great, I’m talking to 
myself now.” 


Is it under the snow somewhere? Where is it? Uhhh! 


| stop and look up only to see a golden retriever about 
twenty yards away holding my glove in his mouth. 


“Where did you come from?” | ask. “Come here, buddy,” | 
Say. 


| bend over and clap. Nothing. 


| whistle. Nothing. 

| make a kissing sound. Nothing. 

| take one step towards her and she takes one step back. 
“Oh no. Don’t you dare run away with my glove,” | say. 


Each time | make a move toward her she makes an equal 
move back. 


| take off in the snow after her. It takes her a second to get 
turned around and I’m close! | dive for her only to see her 
bolt away. 


And now | can’t see much because my face is covered in 
snow. Yellow snow. 


I’m losing left and right today. | need a victory, no matter 
how small. 


It’s going to take the bus too long to get here so l'Il have to 
walk home, and I’m not about to walk home in this weather 
with only one glove. 


| follow her footprints around the corner and see her. She’s 
standing in the entrance to one of those big industrial 
buildings. They’ve got the door opened. | walk toward her 
and she takes off inside. 


Suddenly two huge Rottweilers come out barking like crazy. 
And they’re not on leashes! 


| freeze in my tracks. The Rottweilers freeze where the snow 
meets the cleared pavement. 


| look and see some sparks coming from inside. Someone is 
in there working. 


“Your dog has my glove!” | yell. “I need it back. | don’t have 
time for this shit today!” 


There are some metal things and what looks to be a table 
just inside the door. The sparks stop and I see a welding 
mask turn and look right at me. 


Great, now this is turning into a slasher film. I’m not even 
good enough to get killed by the guy in the hockey mask. 
No, no! | get the guy in the welding mask. Just great. 


The mask disappears. 
“I really need my glove!” | yell. 


The dogs are still looking at me like they haven’t been fed 
today and I’m on the lunch menu. Where is that stupid 
welder? I’m not about to turn and run or these two Cujos are 
going to have me torn in half in about five seconds flat. All | 
want is my glove and to be on my way. Why is this 
happening to me? 


Suddenly the welding mask appears in the doorway, but it’s 
a whole lot more than a welding mask. Oh my god! 


It may be the middle of winter but the man isn’t even 
wearing a shirt. How hot do those things get and is that 
safe? 


I’m literally frozen in my boots at the heat coming off this 
man. His body is emitting steam and my panties are 
emitting a different kind of moisture. 


He’s got the perfect V-shape. It’s not hard with shoulders 
that broad and that wide. Was this guy born like a human or 
was he made in that shop over there? He is a pure work of 
art, like he’s been crafted from steel. 


My eyes continue down his body stopping to take in his 
chest muscles. They look like a map of Russia. Wide, big, 
and wrapping around half of the world’s land mass. 


And those abs. Oh my, god! | quit counting at twelve. | get 
intoxicated on a six-pack so what’s that make his twelve? 
That makes me a complete alcoholic. 


And those hip bones of his have those two diagonal lines 
that lead right to his...yum. 


He’s wearing those chino style work pants like Dickies makes 
and they’re not exactly pulled up high, but there is 
absolutely no plumber’s crack in sight. 


His legs are strong and powerful. | can see through his work 
wear. And unlike that holiday picture of Doug in his mandals 
at the beach, how effeminate are man sandals by the way, 
this guy’s wearing brown leather work boots. 


He could work on me for sure because he has just broken my 
eyes in two. If | stare at him any longer I’m going to go 
blind. 


His right hand raises to lift that mask while his left hand 
raises holding...my glove! 


“Looking for this?” he asks. 


He takes off the welding mask with one hand and sets it 
down on the table. 


Very noticeably different in comparison to Doug. He’s nota 
twenty-five year old with a clear baby face. This is the face 
of a man chiseled by years of hard work and a low carb diet. 
| bet this guy lives on black coffee, bacon and eggs, and 
steak. And I could eat him up just as easily. 


He’s sporting a five o’clock shadow and it’s barely 
lunchtime. Testosterone overload! My estrogen production 
has just doubled. 


“Yes. It’s mine,” | say. | start weaving and bobbing at the 
knees. “Thank you.” 


“Buster. Rocko. Heel!” he says. 


The two Rottweilers immediately sit and start smiling at me 
with their tongues wagging. 


He’s a man who controls his beasts. And I’d like to see this 
beast try and control me. 


But wait? Was that an English accent | detected? | always 
thought those guys were so buttoned up and proper? This 
guy is rugged and | would say rough around the edges, but 
his edges are definitely not rough. Each part of him is 
absolutely male perfection. Each individual muscle like it’s 
carved from stone. 


“Meet ya around front,” he says, motioning with his head 
towards another part of his shop. And just like that he 
disappears back into the darkness of his work area. 


| look at the building and realize the front must be around 
the corner. | go to lift my boot out of the snow but it’s 
practically stuck I’ve been standing here gawking at him for 
so long. 


| grab the boot by the top and lift it and my leg out. | do the 
same with the other and start trekking through the snow 
towards the entrance. 


Finally...something might actually go right today. I’m going 
to get my glove back and l'Il get to go inside for a minute 
and get warm. 


| wonder if he’ll let me wait until my bus comes. And | 
wonder if he’s put a shirt on. 


CHAPTER 2 


Statham 
“Are you always this feisty?” | ask. 


She looks at me like I’m crazy, or rude, or maybe a little of 
both. She might be right on all counts. 


“Sorry?” she says. 


“A bit of a firecracker, aren’t you,” | say. “There’s creamer 
and sugar on the table,” | say motioning with my head 
toward the table where the customers wait. | slide her a 
coffee in a Styrofoam cup. “Just finished brewing not five 
minutes ago,” | say. 


| raise my own cup and watch as she maneuvers over to the 
table and puts copious amounts of creamer and sugar inside 
her coffee. 


“We can dump that one out and you can fill an empty cup 
with creamer and sugar and then pour the coffee on top if 
you prefer.” 


She turns and smiles. Nice to see she can smile when she 
wants to. And she does have a pretty smile. It’s warm and 
inviting. She looks like a nice girl. A nice girl | can think of 
doing a lot of bad things with. 


“I'll be alright,” she says. “But you might need to order 
some more of these,” she says. Holding up her cup. 


“Good thing we have a strict one coffee per customer limit,” 
| say. 


“What about non-customers?” 


“They're expected to bring their own...or go thirsty,” | say. 


She knows how to banter like she’s English, although she’s 
clearly not. The English don’t talk to each other much, but 
when we do at the pub we definitely like nothing more than 
to show off a few witticism or our ability to use our language 
to get the best of the other fella. 


But she’s far from one of the fellas. She may have a jacket 
on but even so I can clearly make out that she’s got curves 
in all the right places. The body of a woman and possibly 
the mind of a man. This could be just the girl I’ve been 
looking for...for business and pleasure. 


“| appreciate your leeway in my case,” she says. 


“Don’t mention it. Least | could do after that pooch grabbed 
your mitten.” 


“Where did she go?” 


“She’s out back. She’s not mine, but she’s taken a liking to 
fetching things around the area here and bringing them 
back to my dogs. | think she’s trying to win their affection or 
something.” 


“I thought that was the man’s job.” 

“| guess it’s whoever’s job that’s looking for a partner.” 
“Or two,” she says. 

“Or six,” | say. “Got me more dogs in the back.” 

“Six!” she says. “That sounds like a reverse harem.” 
“A reverse what?” 


“Never mind,” I say. | like to read, but I’m not into those 
kinds of stories anyways. “I love dogs.” 


“They tend to make better friends than people,” | say. 


“You can say that again after the sort of day I’ve been 
having.” 


“Rough one?” 


“Fired and dumped all within ten minutes. Well, | wouldn’t 
say dumped, but it was close enough.” 


“You didn’t need him anyways. You’re better off alone.” 
“What makes you say that?” she asks. 


“I’ve been going it alone for years. It’s the only way to go,” | 
say. | mean what I say too, but there is something about this 
girl that has piqued my interest. I’m not the kind of guy 
who’s going to fall for her from the get go, but | am curious 
as to what she’s all about although I’m not holding my 
breath. I’ve learned before never to trust anyone. It’s how | 
go about my life. Give‘em an inch, they'll take a mile. Give 
‘em your trust, and they'll make you wish you never did. 


“Probably good advice,” she says. “But | hope to see the 
glass half full again once | get over this.” 


“An optimist,” | say. “The American way.” 
“You're not from around here are you?” 


“You just picked up on that?” | say. | give her a smirk and | 
see she’s eating the sarcasm up. 


“Well, it’s kind of like the way you talk, but | knew there was 
something messed up about you. Figured you just might be 
crazy or something.” 


“I’m not disputing that,” | say. 


She’s still dishing it out, and I’m actually enjoying myself. | 
haven't had a visitor in a few days. Even if | had | probably 
wouldn’t even know. I’m out back all day and into the night 


working on cars. If someone comes they could be ringing 
that bell for hours before | heard ‘em. When I’m working I’m 
completely focused. It’s how I became the best mechanic in 
all of the United Kingdom and how | plan on doing the same 
here...one custom job at a time. 


“It’s probably a benefit in your line of work. Adds to your 
creativity,” she says. 


“And just what is my line of work?” 
“Car servicing and detailing,” she says. 
“What makes you think that?” 


“Well the Statham Service Center sign out front would bea 
start. That and you’ve got dogs guarding the place and you 
were welding so I’m guessing you’re working on some pretty 
nice cars. Why else would you be welding and going to such 
lengths to keep your place secure.” 


“Maybe | just like dogs,” | say. And maybe I’m really starting 
to like her. The girl said she just got broken up with and 
she’s carrying on this kind of conversation with me? She’s 
one tough cookie. It’s almost like she’s put it behind her 
already. Either that or she can compartmentalize real quick. 
Both traits that go a long way in my line of work. 


I’m used to dealing with the toughest of the tough. Rich and 
famous people who have lots of time and lots of money on 
their hands. They want the absolute best and they want it 
yesterday. It’s important to listen to what they say, and not 
the tone. You have to set expectations and then block out 
the noise and get to work. 


And you have to know how to deal with them. How to stand 
your ground and go round for round with them verbally if 
you have to. If they think you’re weak they'll try and cut 


price and any number of other demands that you definitely 
don’t need or want to deal with. 


I'd never considered a girl could survive in this kind of work. 
She’s making me reconsider. 


And she’s alSo making me reconsider my no messing around 
with women pledge. | came here to the States to work. 
That’s all. | don’t need any distractions and | certainly don’t 
need a girlfriend. But! can tell this isn’t the kind of girl you 
have as a girlfriend. She’s that kind of girl that you get 
ahold of and you don’t let go. You’re not going to find 
another like her. She’s truly one of a kind. Who in their 
right mind yells at a man twice her size while he’s wearing a 
welding mask, holding a torch and has a couple trained 
Rottweilers between them? 


Either this girl is out of her mind orl am. 

“Do you like dogs?” she asks. 

“Love ‘em. Man’s best friend for a reason.” 

“Women’s too.” 

“You ladies get cats. Let us men have our dogs in peace.” 
“Everybody loves dogs,” she says. 

| give her a curious look, raising one eyebrow. 

“Come on. Can't the sexes share?” she asks. 

“Sharing turns into taking real quick. I’ve seen it before.” 
“Speaking of taking it looks like you’re taking applications.” 
“Come again?” | say. 


“It says right here on the front desk that you’re looking for 
someone to work the register. Flexible hours and plenty of 


perks.” 


| put that sign up so long ago I already forgot about it. 
Nobody’s said a peep about it in months. 


“Maybe,” I say. 


“Maybe? What you're looking for a wife so you can stay 
here? Is that really what’s going on?” 


“All my papers are in order young lady. And why would | 
want to stay here? You all don’t even know how to make 
toast.” 


“What is there to know? You put it in the toaster and put 
butter and other stuff on it and eat it.” 


“Let me guess...avocados?” 
“Delicious.” 


“First of all you don’t put avocados on toast. And second of 
all you don’t put toast in a toaster.” 


“Then why is it called a toaster?” 


“Just an invention you Yanks dreamed up. You put toast ona 
pan and only heat it on one side.” 


“Well Mister Statham. Your name is Statham | presume.” 
“It is.” 


“Why are you drinking coffee? Where’s your cup o’ tea? | 
mean, isn’t coffee a Yank thing?” 


“It’s a Colombian thing. | used to live there.” 
“You lived in Colombia?” 


“Years ago. Long story.” 


“I’ve got time,” she says. 


“Unfortunately | don’t,” | say remembering how much work | 
still have to do on that Lambo in the garage. But I’m also 
remembering how much fun it is to be around someone like 
this young girl here. But she’s nothing like what | expected. 
She’s a young girl with the mind of aman. She’s wise 
beyond her years with a youthful streak to boot. | need to 
crank up the heat so she takes off that jacket. | want a look 
at her body, but it’s not going to happen today. 


She tips back her coffee in one gulp. “Sorry to interrupt,” 
she says. 


“You’re not interrupting,” | say. “I’m just on a deadline.” 


“Is that by design, or because you're balancing too much 
because you don’t have someone at the register?” 


“You're not afraid of the tough questions are you?” 


“I’m not afraid of anything, especially after what happened 
today. If | can survive that, well I’m not sure what I can’t 
survive.” 


“I'd tend to agree,” | say. 


She stands there looking at me like she’s waiting on 
something. “Can | get my glove?” 


“Right,” | say. | reach under the counter and hand it to her. 


Out of nowhere one of my other Rots, Vinny, comes out of 
the back. He doesn’t take kindly to just about anyone, but 
he’s already past me. Shit! 


“Hey buddy!” she says. She leans in and Vinny goes right 
up to her. She rubs him on his neck and it’s like he has a 
new best friend. I’ve never seen him act that way towards 
anyone in his entire life. 


What sky did this girl fall out of? Is someone playing a trick 
on me? This girl is too good to be true and | can’t just let 
her walk out of here. 


“How are you getting home?” | ask. 


“I’m not going home right away. | need a moment to unwind 
first. Think l'Il swing by the bookstore and see what new 
releases are in,” she says. 


“How are you getting to the bookstore?” 
“Walking.” 
“In this?” 


She looks out the window to see the snow has picked up. 
“Like | said. I’m not sure what I can’t survive. Time to put 
that to the test.” 


“Let me give you a ride,” | say. 
“| can walk. You’re busy. It’s fine.” 
“It will only take a minute.” 


“You’ve been stalking me?” Her humor is deadpan as she 
continues, “You know which bookstore | go to? | bet you 
even know where | live.” 


“No, but I figure it’s only fair now that you know where | 
live.” 


“You live here?” 


“I’ve said too much. lIl pull something with four-wheel drive 
around front. When you see me hop in and l'Il Zip you 
wherever you want to go in no time flat.” 


“What about that cash register position?” she asks. 


“Can you count?” 


“Yes,” she says. 
“Without taking off your shoes?” 
“Very funny.” 


“You're not wanted by the police for stealing or anything are 
you?” 


“Well, there was that stint in the women's prison that | did 
for grand theft auto, but you know. Those days are behind 
me.” 


“All right then. l'Il see you tomorrow at seven.” 
“Seven?” 

“Unless you want to be here when I start at five.” 
“Seven sounds very generous,” she says. 

“lII meet you around front,” | say. 


| walk into the back wondering what in the hell just 
happened. Some sassy little thing lost her glove and in the 
meantime | found someone to help me out here at the 
garage. And maybe, just maybe, | found a whole lot more. 


CHAPTER 3 


Isla 
“How old is he?” my friend Tanya asks. 
“Older,” | say. 


“We're talking like grandpa old, dad old, or just a few 
years?” 


| bring my straw to my lips and take another big gulp of my 
margarita. 


“Oh my god. Isla, what have you gotten yourself into?” 
“He doesn’t look his age. Kind of.” 
“What does that mean?” 


| lean back on my barstool. “How old do you think the 
bartender is?” 


“Which one?” 

“Either.” 

“| don’t know...maybe thirtyish?” 
“And how good does he look?” 
“Okayish.” 


“But not thirtyish okay, right? He’s not taking care of 
himself. He works in a bar. He probably has a drink or two 
every night while he’s working.” 


“Or ten.” 
“My point exactly.” 


“So what does that have to do with Mister Mechanic?” 


“Imagine a guy who’s probably approaching forty.” 
“Forty!” 


“Bear with me. Let’s say he’s thirty-eight to forty-two, but... 
and this is the difference...imagine he does about a 
thousand push-ups, a thousand sit-ups, and runs three miles 
every morning.” 


“I like the sound of this, but he’s still forty.” 


“And let’s further imagine that he eats super healthy and he 
basically spends his entire day working out. He’s squatting 
and lifting and twisting so he can fix all the places in and up 
and under a Car.” 


“Okay. I’m seeing the light.” 


“And now let’s continue imagining he’s witty, clever, and has 
a backbone.” 


Tanya jumps out of her seat and pretends to push me away. 
“I’m outta here! I’m going to go get this guy for myself!” 


| laugh and take another sip as Tanya sits back down. 


“Okay, SO you’ve made your point,” she says. “But what’s 
up with Doug? This seems very much like a rebound 
situation.” 


“First of all there is no situation. We just met today and I’m 
working for him so he’s off limits.” 


“Uh huh,” Tanya says, knowing | don’t believe it either. I’m 
trying to say it just to convince myself. “And Doug?” 


“Doug is done.” 


“Dunnie Doug huh?” 


“Kaput. Out the door, the window, whatever I can throw him 
out off.” 


“What a jerk anyways. You deserve way better, and it 
sounds like you found it at the drop of a hat.” 


“Drop of a glove you mean, but yeah.” 


“Talk about destiny. It’s like all that bad stuff came and 
rained on your day only for a rainbow to appear.” 


“Well, there’s nothing about this guy that says rainbow, but | 
know exactly what you mean.” 


“So let me get this straight. There’s an auto body repair 
mechanic shop or whatever it’s called. And it’s big and full 
of mean dogs that somehow seem to like you now. And in 
this mechanic’s shop there is...one mechanic and you. And 
that’s it all day. And...this mechanic likes to work without a 
shirt on and he’s super hunky. Am I close?” 


“Bulls eye,” | say raising my glass. 


“Cheers to that,” Tanya says. “Damn, | need to drop my 
gloves more often so | can find a guy for myself.” 


CHAPTER 4 


Statham 
“You better have my money,” my father says to my mother. 


| take off running into the room my mom and I sleep in. On 
the nights my dad comes by he sleeps here too. It’s usually 
only a few hours and he makes a lot of moaning noises in 
his sleep. I’ve never actually seen him sleep though. Him 
and my mom kick me out when they take one of their naps. 


But dad isn’t here to sleep tonight. He’s so loud he could 
wake the dead. 


“I got your damn money,” my mom says. She always has 
money after she’s been out on the corner with her friends all 
day. They dress really strange like it’s Halloween and then 
they get in cars with some even stranger men. A few hours 
later the men drop her off and my mom has money. 


Usually she doesn’t come back right away. She goes to the 
guy across the street and gives him some money and he 
hands her something. | can’t tell what it is but she always 
comes running back to the apartment and locks herself in 
the room for awhile. She makes me go outside and play 
first though. When I come back sometimes she’s asleep 
and sometimes she acts funny. | love my mom, but I think 
something’s wrong. | think she needs some help. 


They start fighting. 
“Take the boy!” my mom says. “I don’t want him anyways.” 


| hear them fighting really loud and then some gunshots. | 
climb out of the window and down the fire escape. | run to 
the police station and tell them what happened. It’s the last 


time | ever have to go back to that dirty, cold apartment 
again. 


| spend the rest of my time as a kid bouncing from foster 
home to foster home. It’s not very fun. I’m not even sure 
my dad knows my name. He just calls me tax write-off, 
whatever that means. 


| do meet some other guys from the home and after a few 
months they let me in ona secret. There’s an older guy 
named Elmore who fixes cars. He shows us how to fix old 
cars and make them real nice. Sometimes he sells them 
and then he gives us some money, but we have to promise 
to save it and not spend it on dumb things. I do as he asks 
and within a few years | learn how to fix cars, watches, and 
all sorts of things. Before | know it more and more people 
are coming to me to fix expensive things. | realize they 
don’t care how much it costs. They just want what they 
want and they want it now. 


lIl take all the money and move to America. | saw on TV 
that America is a place for a fresh start. That’s just what I 
need. 


| shoot up in bed and look around the room. Where am |? 


My chest is heaving and | feel cold, then hot, then cold 
again. 


I’m in my shop. Man, these flashbacks are playing tricks on 
me. | need them to go away one day. 


I’ve immersed myself in psychology when I’m not working, 
which isn’t very often. The one thing that I’ve kept hearing 
repeated over and over again by the best psychologists is 
that | need to trust again. | need to put myself out there and 
risk getting hurt by someone again if | ever really want to 
get past this. 


And that’s what freaks me out. | don’t want to put myself 
out there. I’m doing just fine as is. 


But today something clicked. 
Her. 


She saw the shield I’ve built for myself. The cold exterior 
and she didn’t even care. Shoot...it’s not even a shield 
anymore. It’s just the way | am. 


But | could see that she saw through it. She wanted more, 
and not just in a physical kind of way although there was 
that too. 


| don’t need a romp in the sheets. | need a woman | can 
trust, if that’s even possible. And in return that woman gets 
the most loyal, faithful, protective man on the face of the 
earth. After what happened to me as a kid those are the 
things | value most. 


| lift myself up from the mattress and walk towards the work 
sink. I splash some water on my face and cup my hands so | 
can catch some and have a drink. My mouth's as dry as 
bone. | must have been talking in my sleep again. 


How could | even have a girl like Isla stay the night? She’d 
surely just wake up and hear all the craziness I’ve got inside. 


Fuck, I’m a disaster. I’m darkness and she’s the light. But 
there’s no light unless | open the curtains and let it in. The 
problem is | don’t know if | can or want to open those 
curtains. 


| look at the clock on the wall. Fifteen till four in the 
morning. 


| guess we're going to find out in about three hours. 


| already anticipate what’s going to happen. She’s going to 
show up a few minutes late and l'Il immediately lose trust in 
her. | need to stop doing that, or do I? I’m looking for any 
reason to eliminate people from my life, any reason not to 
trust them. 


Show up late? Better not to show up at all. 


My shop here in the States is getting more successful by the 
month and I’ve been told my citizenship paperwork are 
almost complete. I’ve almost completed my childhood 
dream...the dream of starting over again. 


But have I really? Or am | just the same person inside, but 
miles away? Have I really learned anything or grown as a 
person? 


Probably not. It’s too late to teach this old dog new tricks, 
no matter how hard | try. This isn’t the life | chose, but it 
sure chose me. 


l'Il live with the consequences. 


And this morning when she shows up there will be 
consequences. First thing she messes up she’s gone and it’s 
back to a one-man show. 


That’s the way it’s always been, and that’s the way it’s 
always gonna be. 


CHAPTER 5 


Isla 


It’s almost lunchtime and I’ve been here since fifteen till 
seven in the morning. 


Usually when I sit at my desk it takes me awhile to work up 
an appetite. It even takes me awhile to get going in the 
morning. | need a coffee and ten or fifteen minutes of web 
surfing before I’m really awake. 


Talk about a completely opposite experience here. 


The second | arrived | found Statham already hard at work. 
He was covered in sweat and had a Lamborghini in about 
one hundred different pieces in his garage. 


He stopped to show me how the cash register worked and 
how I can look for prospects and hire designers to put 
together ads when no one’s here. | like that he trusts me 
with so many parts of his business. At my last job | needed 
approval and sign-off for just about anything that didn’t 
involve taking more than a two-minute trip to the restroom. 


Statham just hands over the reins to me like | have 
experience in everything. He does it so convincingly and 
like it’s the most normal thing in the world. He shows me 
something and then immediately we move on to the next 
thing. I’m taking notes and absorbing as much as I can, but 
what I’m absorbing most is how much faith he has in me. 


The confidence he has in me is inspiring confidence in 
myself. 


For the last couple hours we've been out of the front part of 
the shop and in the back with his current project, the 
Lamborghini. He’s showing me all the parts and what he 


does to modify the car. It’s fascinating how everything 
works and all the detail that go into a job like this. 


Here | thought he was just a mechanic, but it’s so much 
more than that. He’s an artist built on a foundation of years 
and years of working on cars. He’s never had any formal 
education regarding automobiles. He’s entirely self-taught 
although he did mention having a mentor when he first 
started that showed him the ropes and piqued his interest in 
all things mechanical. 


And when it comes to mechanical things and operations he 
is a machine in and of himself. 


He moves with such precision as he screws, tightens, and 
fastens parts of the car together. 


He doesn’t even seem to step back and take a look at what 
he’s doing. It’s like he’s in some sort of flow or mental zone. 
He'll just grab a piece, do what he has to do to it, and then 
that’s that. 


He had the front fender, a term he taught me, off the car 
earlier. Fifteen minutes later it was sanded, repainted, and 
drying in some sort of oven that he has which sort of bakes 
the paint on. | guess you can call him a cook too then. 
There are just so many parts to his artistry that | had no idea 
in regards to his work. He’s not just some hunk that could 
pose for a calendar covered in grease and holding a wrench. 
| mean he definitely could, but he’s got the brains to match 
the brawn. He’s really as sharp as a tack. 


“Can you hold this?” he says, twisting back to offer mea 
wrench. | stare in admiration as his torso turns showing the 
power he holds in his mid section. His trunk is as thick as a 
tree’s trunk. 


He offers me the wrench in his outstretched hand and | see 
the calluses that cover his fingers and the veins the bulge in 
his Popeye like forearms. Does he even lift weights, or is this 
all natural? 


He shakes the wrench a bit. 
“Oh sorry,” | say. “I’ve got it.” 


| take it from his hand. If he hadn’t woken me up out of my 
daydream about his body there’s no telling | would have just 
stood there like a robot. 


He has the car up off the ground a few feet. He slides in 
closer and reaches up and underneath it. With his arms 
extended it really flares out his back. How wide can a man’s 
back be? His lats, delta, and his entire back are just a series 
of interconnecting muscles. In some places they almost look 
like ropes they’re so well defined. 


| can just imagine him reaching for me, pulling on me like 
he’s pulling on this car. 


“Wrench,” he says. 
| extend my hand, but realize he’s moved too far forward. 


| take a step in and place the wrench in his hand. He has 
one foot forward and one foot back for leverage so | have to 
step over his back foot bringing my body closer to his. 


“See this?” he asks. “You can come under here. It’s safe.” 


The idea of getting under a car would have never sounded 
appealing, but somehow it is. He wants to share his 
knowledge and | want to learn. And in order to learn | need 
a safe environment, and he provides that in spades. Even 
squatting down with a car over my head | somehow know 
nothing’s going to happen to me. Not while he’s here. 


| do as he asks and he points out some things on the chassis, 
another word he taught me this morning. “It’s really just a 
fancy way of saying internal vehicle frame that supports an 
artificial object in its construction and use, it can also 
provide protection for some internal parts. An example of a 
chassis is the under part of a motor vehicle, consisting of the 
frame. It’s probably just some term a guy made up long ago 
to sound smarter than he was,” he said earlier...and then 
smirked. 


| don’t know if it’s because he’s older or more worldly or 
what it is, but if he got into a smirking contest with Bruce 
Willis he’d have Bruce’s smirk turned upside down and have 
him crying in the first round. The look he gives when he 
flashes that thing is that powerful, and by powerful | mean it 
gets me hot and bothered instantly. 


“A little more to your left,” he says. 


He moves his right hand so I can slide in and then puts his 
right hand back into position. He’s got both hands around 
me now. It’s almost like he’s hugging me, and that’s not all. 


| can feel the heat from his body against my back. | Swear | 
can feel his breath on my neck. He moves a mile a minute... 
his heart rate may be sky-high at all times. Either that or he 
has one of those athlete’s resting heart rates which is so low 
it’s like their body is just relaxing all the time, even in the 
heat of the moment. 


“This is the part you have to look out for,” he says. “Clients 
don’t know what it is, but it controls so much in regards to 
the precision they’re looking for when it comes to 
maneuvering.” He slides in closer to me and all I’m thinking 
about is the kind of maneuvering we could be doing now. 


God, if he just dropped his hands and put them on my waist 
he could yank my pants down and be inside me in under 


three seconds. I’m already wet and ready. 


| lean back just a couple inches and feel my back come into 
contact with his chest. 


He says something about some part of the car, but | don’t 
hear any of it...I’m too busy feeling. 


Feeling the sweat from his bare chest pressed against my 
back. Feel the flexing of his chest muscles as he turns 
something with his hands. | feel his abdominals and realize 
it’s like they’re little steel bricks, one stacked on top of the 
other in his mid section. 


| lean back a bit more and feel my ass come in contact with 
his cock and my hamstrings with his thighs. 


He immediately goes from nothing to hard and | 
immediately want his tool. 


There’s not enough room to turn and maneuver my way 
around or else | would and we’d be face to face. 


| hear his voice stop. He pauses. “That’s all there is to it,” 
he says in a different tone. 


| hear his boots slide across the concrete floor and suddenly 
his body is gone. There’s a void from where his touch used 
to be. 


“Better get out from under there,” he says. “It’s not safe.” 


Damn right it’s not safe...when you're not next to me. But | 
know it is safe. His presence provides safety. 


| take a step back and turn to face him. 
“Another couple steps,” he says. 


| do as I’m told and then | watch as he hits a button and the 
car begins lowering to the ground. 


| listen to the hydraulics and watch as he stand there 
holding that little box with the button that’s attached to 
some sort of tube. He’s still holding it with his thumb while 
his eyes are holding my attention. All of it. He’s got his 
eyes locked on me and he’s not even watching the car lower, 
only my temperature rise. 


The minute the car hits the deck he drops the little box and 
comes right at me! 


He grabs me by the hips and presses me back into the car. 


| feel my chest arches and my hips move forward as his face 
moves closer to mine. 


He’s staring at me with an intensity and passion that no man 
ever has before. I’ve never seen a want so deep, never 
imagined it truly existed like this...and especially not for me, 
and definitely not from a man like him. 


His eyes narrow and his focus moves to my lips. I’m so 
horny | want him to just kiss me once and then fuck me 
immediately. 


| can feel that’s what he wants too. 
“Anybody back there!” a voice says. 


His hands stay on my hips, but his body moves back. Then 
he releases my hips. 


| move sideways and then past him, brushing him slightly. 
He doesn’t turn his head, just counties looking forward. 


The moment is ruined, but | Know we can pick up right 
where we left off after | see to this customer. 


The only question is will he feel the same, or will he think 
twice about shifting what we just experienced into the next 
gear? 


CHAPTER 6 


Statham 


I’m back at the sink again splashing water on my face. It’s a 
sense of déjà vu this morning when I woke up in a cold 
sweat. 


| walk back to the car and try and focus, but | can’t. 


| pause, hearing some commotion at the front of the 
building. 


“| see his name on the damn sign, bitch! Don’t lie for that 
sorry sack of shit.” 


I'd recognize that voice anywhere. It’s been years, but it 
lacerates like a knife in my ears. 


Dad. 


“He’s not here, sir,” | hear Isla say. | feel goose bumps cover 
my skin. Damn, this girl’s got my back. She’s willing to die 
for me and we just met. 


But nobody’s dying today. Not on my watch. 


| grab an engine hose and run around the perimeter of the 
building and see that there is no one else here. Not like the 
guy who created me would have friends anyways, and he 
certainly doesn’t have one here. Closest thing I’ve got toa 
father is maybe Elmore. He hasn’t been my dad since the 
day he and my mom got together, and now I’m gonna make 
sure he knows it. 


| come around front keeping an angle on the front door so 
Isla doesn’t make eye contact with me. It’s too likely her 
body language will give me away. 


| see him. He’s holding a knife, but he’s got it down by his 
side. 


| take off running and just before | reach the glass | dive 
forward. | put my forearms in front of my head and brace for 
impact. 


| smash through the front door and extend my arms. A split 
second later | feel a body make contact with my shoulder 
and | wrap my arms around it in a tackle, bringing it to the 
ground. 


| open my eyes and pull the engine hose that was tucked 
inside my pants, quickly tying up the intruder. He’s dropped 
the knife in the impact as expected. | never would have 
done such a move if he had the knife up. | had to know it 
was in a position where she couldn’t be harmed, even by a 
freak misstep. 


“There you are you little shit,” he says. 


| slide around the counter, grab a stack of unopened mail 
and wad it up. | slide back around the counter and stick it in 
his mouth. 


My heart is beating out of my chest. 
“You're covered in blood!” Isla says. 


| don’t say anything. | just grab the phone on the counter 
and dial 911. 


Thirty minutes later the police are telling me he’s booked for 
a whole number of crimes. Because of the high value nature 
of the cars that easily includes multiple felonies as it was 
determined that after finishing us off he would have stolen a 
car. He does it every time. 


They’ve got enough to lock him up for life, here or if they 
deport him to the U.K. Finally, this chapter in my life is over. 


But what’s more important is that another chapter has 
clearly begun. 


Isla had the chance to give me up, and if | were in her shoes 
it would have made a lot of sense. But she didn’t. She 
stood there face to face with a bloodthirsty man who’s twice 
her size, and she didn’t back down. Even in my wildest 
dreams | couldn’t have expected that kind of loyalty, 
especially from the mysterious girl who just appeared out of 
nowhere yesterday. 


I’m not a spiritual man, but it feels like someone knew. 
Someone knew and they sent her. What if | had been by 
myself? He would have had an advantage on me and it 
would have been a lot more challenging. 


Damn, just when I wasn’t sure what to think about my lust 
for her she goes and shows me what we have already is a lot 
more than just that. 


The fantasy of love at first sight is just something they sell 
to women to get them to buy any number of products...or is 
it? They say you never understand it until it happens to 
you. 


| feel a tap on my shoulder and turn around. 


There she is. Standing there with a look in her eyes. “Thank 
you for saving me,” she says. 


“| didn’t save you. You saved us, and in doing so you finally 
set me free.” 


Her hands come up and she grabs my face just before our 
lips crash into each other and | finally get that kiss | wanted 
so bad earlier. 


It was well worth the wait, so good that now that I’ve felt it | 
know | would have waited an entire lifetime just to taste her 


lips and feel her body pressed against mine. 


CHAPTER 7 


Isla 


We spent the rest of the day talking to police officers and 
news crews. It was nuts. 


Everyone | used to work with called and | even got a text 
from Doug. | didn’t read it and blocked him right away. 
Stick with frozen food girl, loser. 


The most excitement | ever experienced at my prior job was 
when | got fired, and that wasn’t the good kind. Other than 
that it was considered an emergency when the bottled water 
ran out or someone didn’t submit a TPS report on time. 


Yesterday was a different kind of emergency, in two ways. 
The first way scared the heck out of me and showed me 
what kind of a real man and hero Statham is. The second 
emergency was my realization last night that | need him. 
This is the guy that I can’t let get away. 


Breaking up with Doug, or should | say finding out | was 
getting cheated on in real time turned out to be the biggest 
blessing in disguise ever. Now I’m free to be with a real 
man, who knows how to keep his hot dog in his pants... 
except | hope, when it comes to me. 


Around lunchtime a package arrives. | know just what it is. 
The minute | got home last night | went to the Agent 
Provocateur website and ordered something special in red. | 
choose next day shipping. Luckily they had an after holiday 
sale so | was able to get everything plus shipping for the 
exact amount of my last check. Talk about something that’s 
meant to be. 


Statham’s bent over the hood of a car so | have just enough 
time to tiptoe past him, making sure to grab one of those 


one-piece mechanic’s outfits that’s hanging from the rack on 
my way. I’ve never seen him wear one anyways. By the 
time I’ve arrived each of my first two days he’s already hard 
at work with his shirt off and covered in sweat. 


| quietly open the bathroom door and slip inside. | get 
completely naked and open the FedEx overnight package. | 
remove the Agent Provocateur set and put it on. Wow...so 
this is what well over two hundred dollars feels like against 
the skin. I’m not complaining. 


| step into the mechanic’s outfit and zip it up. | step out of 
the bathroom feeling confident and sexy as hell. Now let’s 
see if | can get this mechanic to really blow a gasket. 


CHAPTER 8 


Statham 


The second | drop the hood | feel her hands on my back. 
She moves them up slowly, pressing deep which my 
overworked muscles welcome. 


Her hands continue up onto my shoulders where those small 
fingers of hers show off more strength than | expected...but 
then again nothing about her surprises me anymore. When 
it comes to her | almost expect the incredible now, but no 
way l'Il ever take it for granted. 


She massages my shoulders and | feel my cock press against 
my briefs and my Dickies. Two layers aren’t enough to 
contain the rod I’ve got for her. 


| turn to face her and immediately we kiss. It’s hot as hell 
and | can’t take this anymore. 


| go to rip off her shirt, but | see she’s wearing one of my 
one-piece work suits. What the hell? Not that I’m 
complaining. Damn she looks hot. 


She takes a step back so | can see her. 
“What do you think? Do | make a good mechanic?” 


“You make a good anything, but damn you sure do look 
incredible.” 


“If you like the outside, wait until you see what I’ve got on 
underneath.” 


| grab her by the waist and twist her around laying her out 
on the hood of the Lambo. 


| reach for the zipper and slowly bring it down, expecting to 
find her naked but no. She’s wrapped this gift up perfectly. 


“Damn, girl,” | say. | just stand and stare, taking in the sight 
of her. 


She leans up on her elbows and raises her leg. 


| grab her leg and lift it from the ground. She’s wearing high 
heels! Fuck me! How far does this fantasy go? 


| carefully slide the suit off one leg and then the other. She 
leans back on the hood extending her hands and arms 
behind her. 


She’s got her red high heels on the ground and some red 
fancy underwear on including those garter belt things on 
the side. 


| want to unwrap her, eat her, and ravish her all at the same 
time. 


| lean forward on top of her and grab her by the hips pulling 
her body up toward mine. She wraps her arms round my 
neck and I cup her ass with my left hand as | undo my pants 
with my right. My pants fall to the floor relieving some of 
the pressure, but not damn near enough. 


| feel the tips of her shoes trying to hook my underwear from 
the back so she can drag it lower. 


| kiss her hard and grab my drawers, yanking them down to 
mid waist. 


| reach frantically for her underwear and pull them to the 
side. 


| take my cock in my hand and line it up to her soaking wet 
pussy and slide it in as she moans my name. 


| adjust my grip taking her hips in both hands as I bounce 
her up and down on my rod letting out years of built up 
sexual energy, but I’m not the only one. 


Her head is flailing wildly sending her hair every which way. 
Fuck, this is incredible, but | don’t want to bust a nut too 
quick. 


| lean her down on the hood of the car and reach for that 
bra, unhooking it in the back with a twist of my fingers. Her 
breasts come busting out and | feel like the wild man inside 
me has been unleashed even further. 


| grab her tits with both hands and slowly rotate my hips in 
rhythm sending my cock in and out of her pussy slowly, 
making sure she can feel my shaft enter and exit. | never 
pull it out all the way though, | want her hungry for me but 
never empty. 


She grabs the top of the hood and tries to use that as 
leverage to lift her hips higher. Instead | lean forward and 
enter her from more of a downward angle, sliding against 
her clit better to make sure she’s getting this just as good as 
| am. 


I’m close to busting again, but I can’t. Not yet. This is too 
good. Too intense to stop now. 


| grab her left leg and bring it high and around spinning her 
face down onto the hood. 


“Oh my god,” she says. 
| bring her feet back and set her heels down on the ground. 


She braces her hands on the hood and pushes her ass back 
into my groin. | take hold of her hips and proceed to pound 
her like a piston in and out of the hole. I’m fucking her just 


as fast too and the friction is building up on my rod, but 
she’s so damn lubricated | slide in and out with ease. 


| can barely take it anymore as my pelvis slams into that ass 
of hers. | watch the giggle and thrust again and again and 
again. Harder and faster until finally. 


“Fuuuuuck!” | scream. 
“Ahhhhh!” she yells. 


| fill her with my load as her pussy clenches on my cock 
locking me in place so it can take everything I’ve got. It’s 
like her body is hungry for me to bury my swimmers inside 
her and make a baby, and damn if that’s not exactly what | 
want at this moment too. 


| push my hips as far forward as | can, clenching my ass 
muscles so | can get as deep inside her as possible as | feel a 
second eruption. 


Her pussy continues to pulsate around my rod milking it for 
every last drop. 


And finally | can’t take it anymore. | fall forward onto her 
hard and hear her heels slide along and then off the 
concrete below us. 


| wrap my arms around her as best | can and we both begin 
to laugh. 


“That was incredible,” she says. 


| spend my entire day moving around so much and so 
quickly it’s its own form of exercise. I’m in great 
cardiovascular condition, but she’s got me breathing like I’m 
completely out of oxygen. 


“You feel so fucking good,” | say. “And smell so fucking 
sweet.” | leave my dick inside her until | can start to breath 


again and my cock starts to subside. It’s taking forever. 


Damn, our bodies are really trying their hardest to make a 
baby. 


And | don’t object one fucking bit. 


Not with her. | finally met the one. The woman | can trust 
and the woman who I want to fuck like no other. She’s got 
my back and I’ve got hers, but I’ve got to get off of her back 
right now...literally. | must be squashing her as I’m still 
spent and resting all my weight on her. 


| stand up and take in a big breath. 
“I liked the feel of your weight against my back.” 
“It wasn’t crushing you?” 


“You already crushed me,” she says. She rolls over onto her 
back and winks. 


| look down at her groin, which is red. Her panties have 
mostly moved back into position but | can still see all the 
wetness from her lubrication which I’ve made a big mess out 
of thanks to my speed and power. She looks like a work of 
art laid out there for me. 


“Fuck, I’m ready to take you again,” | say as | feel my dick 
pick right back up where it left off. 


“Then why don’t you?” she asks. 
Ring! Ring! Ring! 


“Hello? Isla are you back there? I’m coming back are you 
there?” 


“Shit! It’s my dad.” 


“Your dad?” 


“What’s he doing here?’ 

“| have no idea.” 

| pull up my pants as quickly as I can. 
“I’m here for my free oil change,” he yells. 


“Oil change,” she says as she frantically tries to get herself 
put back together. “We just got the family special. Oil 
change, rotation, mounting, fluids changed...fully serviced,” 
she says as we laugh. 


But the joke’s on us. 


“What in the hell is going on back here?” he yells as we zip 
and button as quickly as we can. 


“Dad, | can explain,” she says. 


CHAPTER 9 


Isla 
Two weeks /ater 


Just when everything seemed so perfect, like the stars had 
miraculously aligned | go and lose another job and another 
man. 


But it was never really the case of me losing another man. It 
was a case of me losing my first man. 


| didn’t even know what a man was until | met Statham. | 
never would have given a guy with so little hair so much as 
a chance...until him 


But now | didn’t want to give him a chance. I wanted to give 
him everything. But my dad wasn’t having it. 


Even worse he was hoping for me to get back with Doug. | 
don’t know if that makes my dad the biggest loser or he’s 
trying to turn me into the bigger loser. 


Take back the guy who cheated on me? No way! Notina 
million years, even if | hadn’t met Statham. 


But we did meet and there’s no going back. 

He has Doug beat in every possible department there is. 
Honest? Check. 

Reliable? Check. 

A man who can handle a real woman? Check. 


And when it came to sex? No contest! 


Doug couldn’t even pick me up. He tried once and said | 
needed to drop some pounds first. Jerk! 


With Statham it was the first thing he ever did. He picked 
me up and threw me around like a rag doll, impaling me on 
his cock. He didn’t have any problem with my weight. 
Maybe Doug was just a weakling who needed to hit the gym 
once in awhile. Or better yet learn to turn a wrench or swing 
a hammer or do the kind of things real men do. 


But where have all the real men gone these days? | wasn’t 
even aware how much | needed or wanted one until 
Statham. 


These pretty faced college boys who sit around their mom’s 
basement all day buying and selling Bitcoin saying that 
they’re investing? Translation...they’re gambling. They 
don’t even know the simple principle of investing. Buy and 
hold. And just like the real men who take that approach with 
their money, Statham was ready to take that approach with 
me. 


He was all in. Fully invested. He made me his and was 
ready to hold onto me forever. 


Our bodies were trying to make a baby for Pete’s sake! 


My pussy and my entire being never reacted like that after a 
hook-up with Doug. What a shitty term. Hook-up? Doug’sa 
jerk. 


But the bigger jerk right now is my dad. He’s forbid me from 
seeing Statham. 


He calls me every day leaving nice messages and offering to 
come over and speak with my father, but I tell him he can’t 
right now. It’s just too much. 


My dad already caught me once and | had to get a cheap-o 
phone off of Amazon just to secretly stay in touch with him. 


| picked up a Blu phone for fifty bucks and that’s exactly 
how | feel...completely blue. 


CHAP TER 10 


Statham 
“It doesn’t feel any different, bro,” my customer says. 


“What are you talking about? Take it around the block 
again. You'll see.” 


“I did. Three times. There’s maybe just a bit more 
horsepower and it handles slightly better, but it’s not the 
kind of work you did on my other rides.” 


“Are you saying that I’m cheating you?” 


“I’m not saying that at all. I’m just saying...well...it’s not 
you. You’re the best man. At least you were the best. This 
is just...well...okay.” 


“Get the fuck outta here,” | say. “And keep you damn 
money,” | shove his check back at him which he stuffs in his 
pocket. 


| go into the back and get to work on the next one. 


| hate being told I’m not the best at what I do. I know I am. 
But the worst part is...he’s right. 


| haven’t been able to focus since Isla’s been gone, and it’s 
killing me. 


It’s messing with my concentration. It’s messing with my 
work. It’s messing with everything. 


| don’t know where she lives because I never had her fill out 
the application. | don’t even have her last name. 


| could go looking for her but she already told me not to. 
Plus that would be creepy. 


| just need a way to find her and talk to her, or maybe more 
importantly her father. 


I’m about the same age as the guy. If I can just show him 
that this is real and not some passing fad like he probably 
thinks it is then maybe we can give this a shot again. We 
will give it a shot again no matter what it takes. I’m aman 
who knows exactly what he wants and what | want is her. 


| just can’t wait much longer. It’s messing with every part of 
my life. Her dad’s going to have to come around or I’m just 
going to have to go over there and let him know how things 
are going to be from now on. That’s my woman and | will 
have her. Nothing will come between us, even her own 
father. 


CHAPTER 11 


Isla 
One week later 


| wake up feeling a little off again. The part that scares me 
the most is that | missed my period. 


It was only a few weeks ago that Statham and | got hot and 
heavy, but something tells me that’s all it took. 


| could just feel something happening inside me when we 
were having sex. Something different when he was inside 
me. 


I’ve heard those crazy biology studies where women are way 
more likely to conceive when they cheat. Something about 
humans being programmed for “sexy sons.” Well | didn’t 
cheat, but my body certainly knew this was an absolute 
alpha unlike anything I’d ever had. 


Not that there was much to compare to. I'd only ever been 
with one guy and he wasn’t exactly knocking it out of the 
park. A boobie grab here an ass slap there and then a putter 
of weak creamy stuff, on my back or stomach is how most of 
our “date nights” ended. 


I’m not even sure why he referred to them as dates. It 
wasn’t like he took me anywhere fancy, let alone anywhere 
at all. 


‘We can save money for our future by watching movies at 
home,’ he used to say. Yeah...our future. Look how far that 
so called future really lasted. 


But | do see a future with Statham even if my dad doesn’t. 
He’s the total package, but I think when he gave me his 


package | may have got a gift | wasn’t quite prepared for. 


| exit the pharmacy and try and casually meander over to 
the mall. What’s wrong with me? It’s not like there’s some 
sort of government surveillance on me right now so why am | 
so worried about having a pregnancy test in my bag? | just 
get that feeling like my dad’s lurking somewhere waiting to 
catch me trying to get back with Statham. | definitely miss 
the power he exudes and I’m just about ready to tell my dad 
to leave me alone. I'd rather get thrown out of the house 
and exiled from my boring family at this point in exchange 
for an adventure with Statham. 


But it wouldn’t just be an adventure. It would be a journey. 
| know it. 


A lifelong journey that the two of us would share. 


But first let’s see if we’re going to share something else. 
Parenthood. 


| dart into the mall bathroom thinking this is probably the 
lowest point in my life. My dad walking in on me as l just 
finished having sex currently takes the cake, but if I’m 
pregnant then there’s no doubt that my world has officially 
bottomed out. 


| pull the test out of the package. It’s one of those early 
pregnancy ones, not that | Know too much about them. It 
not like I’ve ever had to do anything like this before. 
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| do what I have to do and then wait for sixty seconds. | 
don’t even want to look at it. 


| count down backwards from sixty. When | hit zero | put 
down the toilet seat and sit down. | want to be prepared just 
in case. 


My entire body goes limp and my shoulder hits the stall 
divider as | stare at the plus sign. 


My life is officially over. 


CHAPTER 12 


Statham 
“What the fuck are you doing here?” Isla’s father lan says. 
“I came to talk to you about your daughter,” | say. 


“Who in the hell do you think you are? You can’t just show 
up at my house like this.” 


A big part of me wants to tell him not only that | can, but | 
just did in case he’s blind to the facts. But another part of 
me remembers to use restraint. I’m not going to get 
anywhere coming in like a bull in a China shop. 


“Sir, please. | only ask for five minutes of your time. After 
that l'Il be gone,” | say. 


| pull out a stopwatch so he can clearly see the timer set for 
five minutes. It’s one of those old school stopwatches, not 
some iPhone or anything like that. | want him to know l'm a 
simple guy. I’m old school, maybe the same as he is. 


And l'm true to my word. After five minutes I’m gone. 
“I'll give you three,” he says. 
“That’s more than enough,” | say. 


| adjust the stopwatch to three minutes and hit the start 
button. 


“We grew up in a time where honesty, directness, and to be 
straight up with our intentions was the norm. There was no 
need for a contract for most things because we had 
handshakes. Even though that’s the case | come with both 
this, my word, and my handshake.” 


| hand him a piece of paper. 


“What is this?” he asks. 


“That is my life’s work. If at anytime your daughter is 


unhappy while she’s with me...anytime...I’ll leave 
immediately. l'Il pack up my things and be out of your life 
forever.” 


“So what does this have to...” 


“| visited a lawyer in town. He drew up this page. | told him 
| wanted it simple yet something that there’s no backing out 
of. A contract that even the best lawyer in the world 
wouldn’t be able to pierce.” 


“So you're...” 


“That’s right. If your daughter is unhappy at anytime you 
get my shop. Most of the cars in it aren’t mine, they belong 
to clients. You don’t get those. But you do get what I do 
have...a motorcycle, a Ferrari and a G-Wagon.” 


“A Mercedes Benz G500 4x4?” 
“That’s the G-Wagon,” I say. 
“That’s always been my favorite car,” he says silently. 


“Well if your daughter sheds one tear that’s not a tear of joy 
then it’s yours.” 


He keeps the paper in his hands, as he looks up at me 
slowly. | hope he’s not the kind of guy who’s only interested 
in material things. That defeats the whole purpose of my 
coming here. The material things mean nothing to me. 
She’s all that matters. 


“And you're willing to just hand this all over at the drop of a 
hat?” 


“Not at the drop of a hat, because | know what we have isn’t 
something that can fall apart that quickly or easily.” 


“But you've barely just met?” 


“But when you know, you know. And I know. And l ama 
man of my word. The contract is already signed. There’s 
nothing for you to even do other than take it inside and put 
it away for safekeeping.” 


“Are you mad?” 


“Madly in love with your daughter and one hundred percent 
confident you'll never need to refer to that contract ever 
again because I’m here to tell you I’m going to make her the 
happiest woman on the face of god’s green earth.” 


He stares at me like I’m crazy. Maybe lam. Maybe I’m the 
smartest son of a gun to ever live. | Know what we’ve got 
and l'Il gladly risk it all to get it back. 


“I’m not sure what to say,” he says. 


“I’m almost out of time,” | say, looking at my stopwatch 
which is drawing ever closer to the double zero. 


“Can | think on it?” 


“What is there to think about? | love your daughter and as 
far as | can tell she loves me. l'Il do everything right by her 
and her entire family. That of course includes you, and her 
mother.” 


“Her mother passed away,” he says. 
“I’m sorry to hear that.” 


“Thank you,” he says. | can see his eyes watering up and | 
can tell his wife meant as much to him as his daughter 
means to me. 


Beep! Beep! Beep! 

“I’ve used up my three minutes, sir. Whaddaya say?” 
“I say” he begins,....”| hear you like your coffee black.” 
sal do.” 


“Would you like to come inside for a minute?” 


CHAPTER 13 


Isla 


| watch and listen from the top step as my dad tells Statham 
about my mom. It’s gut-wrenching to hear about it again, 
but I think in some strange way there’s a bond there. 
They've both experienced loss. They’re both about the 
same age. They both love me very much. 


Statham listens, letting my dad talk for long stretches ata 
time. | think it’s a kind of catharsis for my father. He kind of 
closed up when mom passed. He never really got 
everything off his chest until now. Strange that it’s with a 
man he supposedly hates. It’s one of the things | never 
understood about guys and maybe never will. 


It’s like guys at the bar who get into a fight and then are 
suddenly best friends. | guess it’s like some sort of 
admiration they have for each other for standing up for 
themselves and being willing to live their lives to the fullest 
and go to battle for what they believe in. It’s primal and | 
know if Statham came here looking for a fight he’d easily 
win. He’d kick my dad’s butt in a heartbeat, but smart 
warriors adapt as Statham has. He shows there are other 
ways to win a man’s trust and admiration without resorting 
to violence. 


I’ve seen him use both ways. Once with his father who tried 
to rob the garage, and now this way. He’s a man of few 
words, but the words he uses sure are powerful. | guess he 
understands people better than most of us understand 
ourselves. That explains his introversion. He’s always 
watching, learning, and paying attention even if it seems 
like he’s not. 


“Well,” my father says. “I can see you’ve come with honest 
intentions. I’m sorry | doubted you.” 


“I would have done the same thing,” Statham says. “To me 
it’s just water under the bridge now.” 


“Thank you,” my dad says. “But |I guess the person whose 
opinion matters the most now is Isla. | should go up and get 
her.” 


My dad turns from his position on the couch and prepares to 
get up but he sees me in the hallway watching through the 
bannister. 


“How long have you been there?” he says. 

“Long enough,” | say. 

“And what do you think about Statham’s offer?” he says. 
“I think it’s the best thing I’ve ever heard,” | say. 


My dad pauses and my heart races. He’s not the boss of me 
and ultimately | can do what | want but we are close, 
especially after mom’s passing. It would mean the world to 
me to have this relationship on good terms and not bad. 


“All right then,” he says. “Who am | to say no?” 


| take off down the stairs and watch as my dad and Statham 
shake hands. | clear the last stair just as their hands part, 
and before Statham even has time to put his hand down he 
uses it to catch me as | jump into his arms. 


EPILOGUE 


Isla 
One week later 
“So, | never asked you,” | say. “How did you find me?” 
“A magician never reveals his tricks,” he says. 
“Oh they don’t do they?” 


“Definitely not, not past, present or future tricks,” he says 
with a wink. 


“Present tricks?” | ask. “What are you up to?” 


The London Eye comes to a stop as we look across the South 
Bank of the River Thames. We’re on the absolute top and | 
feel like we’re on the top of the world. 


“Did you know that the London Eye was designed by a 
husband and wife team?” he asks. 


“| didn’t know that,” | say. 


“It’s true. Julia Barfield and David Marks of Marks Barfield 
Architects.” 


“Okay...,” I say. “But what does that have to do with 
anything?” 


“Well it just seems better that some people can rise to new 
heights when they work together. Both in business and in 
life.” 


| feel goose bumps and wonder if this is going where I think 
it’s going. | quickly do the mental math and realize we 
weren't lucky to get this capsule all to ourselves. He had it 
planned this whole time. 


Statham gets down on one knee and my hands and knees 
wobbling like a baby deer. 


“Beautiful. | came into this life in this very land, but I’ve 
raised myself to new heights in your land because of you. 
Because of us. But | know if | want to truly keep my head in 
the clouds for the rest of my days, as it is now, then I'll need 
you by my side...forever.” 


He opens a small black box and the most beautiful ring is 
inside. 


“| made the ring myself, but the diamond is one of the rarest 
in the world. It’s a true one of a kind, just like you. And 
every time you look down at it | want you to be reminded of 
that. You’re a one of a kind and you’re only mine...if you say 
yes. Will you marry me?” 


“Yes,” comes out softly. “Yes,” | say louder. “Yes! Yes! Yes!” 
It sounds so perfect echoing inside our capsule. 


He slides the ring on my finger and suddenly two fighter jets 
whizz by our capsule. 


“Oh!” | say, jumping into his arms just as he stands. 
“Is that even allowed?” | ask. 


“Depends on who you know and who your friends are. And | 
know you as my best friend, my lover, and soon to be my 
wife.” 


| suddenly hear clapping coming from every which way. | 
realize the sound system in our capsule has been activated. 


“What are you waiting for, mate? Give her a kiss,” comes 
over the loudspeaker. 


| start laughing. I’m learning to really love the English sense 
of humor. 


Statham looks deep into my eyes and leans in to kiss me for 
probably the one-hundredth time today, the first day of our 
holiday together. 


It may be our one hundredth kiss today, but it’s the first as 
two people engaged to be married and that’s what matters 
most. 


The cheering and clapping grow louder and | realize in this 
moment I truly am the luckiest girl in the world. 


EPILOGUE 


Statham 
The next day 
“Yesterday was incredible,” she says. “Thank you so much.” 


“Thank you,” | say. “We did it together, as we'll do 
everything now.” 


“I’m glad you took some time off,” she says. “And I’m really 
happy that you’re open to hiring more people to help out at 
the garage.” 


“Yeah, it makes sense. It will probably make us more money 
in the long run and free up a lot of time. It’s really a no- 
brainer.” 


“What made you decide to do it so suddenly?” 


“You,” | say, leaning over in bed to face her. “You taught me 
| could trust people. After all these years | have more faith 
in humanity and I’m ready to consider opening up a bit more 
to others...give people a chance instead of just staying 
pulled back and in my shell like a turtle all the time.” 


“I like the idea of that,” she says. 


“But not all at once,” | say. “We'll have to see how it goes. 
And it’s not going to be easy to find the best talent. It will 
take time.” 


“Well | know one place where we'll be able to recruit talent.” 
“Where’s that?” | say. 


“Well, assuming the apple doesn’t fall far from the tree, and 
I’m sure it doesn’t, there will be someone for you to train in 
the next...oh, decade or so.” 


“Someone to train in the next decade or so,” | say softly, 
trying to figure out her riddle. 


“Apple far from the tree?” 
“| don’t get...wait a second. Are you telling me?” 
She nods her head yes. 


“Woo-hoo!” | say. | grab her face and kiss her hard. “You're 
pregnant?” 


“Yeah.” 

“When did you find out?” 
“Actually when we were apart.” 
“You’ve known all this time?” 


“Well, | took a pregnancy test, but those things can easily 
give false positives. | went to the doctor later and got 
confirmation. | didn’t want to tell you that day you came 
over because that day was about us getting back together. 
That and you'd just convinced my dad to let us give it a 
shot. If! would have yelled out that | was pregnant it could 
have been too much for him all at once.” 


“So you were thinking ahead. You kept it to yourself to 
protect us?” 


“I did. A strange way to go about it, but the only way that 
seemed to make sense at the time.” 


“You are incredible,” | say. 
“You're incredible.” 
“So we made a baby just from that first time?” 


“We both felt it, right? It was meant to be.” 


“And having a family together is meant to be. But wait... 
how do you know it’s going to be a boy?” 


“Boy or girl, it doesn’t matter. We'll get them out there 
learning about cars.” 


“And if he or she isn’t interested?” 

“Well you Know we’re going to be making a lot more,” | say. 
“Making or having?” | ask. 

“You’re an artist so | went with making,” she winks. 


“And speaking of making, how about another love making 
session?” 


“My thoughts exactly.” 

“Maybe we'll have twins,” | say. “Axel and Gage!” 
“Maybe you should leave the naming to me,” | joke. 
“You don’t like those names?” 


She pauses for a second. “You know what...actually | do. 
They’re a perfect fit for you and for us.” 


“Only my perfect woman would let me name my children 
with car related names.” 


“And if it’s a girl we can go with Mercedes?” 
“Definitely better than G-Wagon,” | joke. 


“And my dad’s never going to see a G-Wagon... 
granddaughter or the real thing.” 


| laugh. 


“What’s so funny?” 


“Well, | had a surprise yesterday. You had one today. I’ve 
got another one when we get back.” 


“Oh?” 


“Your father is going to get that G-Wagon he’s always 
wanted. And I’m going to give it a custom job just for him. 
I’ve been paying attention to the things he likes and I have 
the perfect hot idea to make a one of a kind one for him.” 


“Just like you,” she says. “One of a kind.” 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Statham 
Ten years later 
“How’s it coming along, buddy?” 


My oldest son doesn’t even hear me. He’s too engulfed in 
his work. 


“Jack? Earth to Jack?” 
“Oh hi, dad. Sorry, | was—“ 


“Repairing that carburetor. | checked the Maserati. Nice 
work!” 


“Thanks. Do you think they'll know a ten-year-old did it?” 


“That’s the best part. You know our clients don’t judge. 
They just want top quality work, and you are definitely 
delivering that.” 


| give my oldest son a fist bump and walk out of the garage 
and into the house. 


A lot has changed over the last ten years. We moved the 
shop and put the house on the same property. We keep it 
detached so we can separate family life and business life. 


“What’s cookin’, good lookin’,” | ask, as | wrap my pregnant 
wife up from behind and give her a big kiss on the back of 
her head. 


“Grilled fish tacos. Your favorite.” 


“Even better than fish and chips,” | say. “You sure know 
what to make just when I’m thinking about it.” 


“Tu stomach es me stomach,” she says. 
“We need to work on our Spanish,” | say. 
“Together,” she says. 

“Is there any other way?” 

“Never.” 

“Speaking of Spanish, let me see how Julia’s doing.” 
| walk up the stairs. 

“Knock. Knock,” | Say. 

“Hi dad. Come in.” 

“How's the school work coming along?” 
“Todo bien,” she says. 


“Your mom and | might need you to tutor us if you have 
time.” 


“I always have time for you and mom, dad,” she says. 


She gets up out of her chair and runs to give me a hug, but 
I’m too quick. 


| scoop her up and lift her off the ground, putting a big smile 
on her face. 


“Woooo,” she says, as | swing her around her room. 
“Ruff!” our retriever Goldie barks. 

“Ruff is right,” | say. 

| set Julia down and we both give her a hug. 


“Julia, did you know if it wasn’t for Goldie’s mother you 
wouldn’t have a mother?” 


“Huh?” she says. 


“It’s true,” I say. “Her mom stole your mom's glove and 
that’s how it all started.” 


“Really?” 
“Yep. Want me to tell you the story?” 
“Yes!” she says jumping up and down clapping. 


“Once upon atime long, long ago there was this beautiful 
princess named your mom.” 


Julia laughs. “That’s not her name.” 
“It is for you,” | wink. 


And | don’t even go by Statham anymore. All | hear is dad, 
and it’s the best name a man could ever be called. 


But | wouldn’t have learned it without her. Without Julia’s 
mom, Isla. 


The woman who taught me to trust, to love, and to live the 
life | never even knew was possible. 


And that’s the biggest lesson | ever learned. Anything is 
possible with her. 


My love. My life. My everything. 


A MAN WHO KNOWS WHAT HE WANTS 


Book 1: 


Book 2: 


Baby Lust 
Veteran 


Book 3: 


Book 4: 
Book 5: 


Built 
Bambino 
Rescued 


Book 6: 


Book 7: 


Leader 
Professor 


Book 8: 


Book 9: 


Burned 
Worldly 


Book 10: 


Book 11: 


Pistol 
Policed 


Book 12: 
Book 13: 


Book 14: 
Book 15: 


Driven 

Lucky 13 
Lumberjacked 
Protector 


Book 1 6: 


Book 17: 
Book 18: 


Carpenter 
Italian Stallion 
Gardener 


Book 1 9: 


Book 20: 


Budapest Billionaire’s Virgin 
Billionaire’s Babysitter 


Book 21: 


Book 22: 
Book 23: 
Book 24: 


Cocky CFO 
Fireman's Filthy 4th 
Mechanic 

SEAL’s Secret 


Book 25: 


Book 26: 
Book 27: 
Book 28: 
Book 29: 


Police, Pooch, and Smooch 
Fireman’s Fake Fiancée 
Billionaire’s Virgin Ballerina 
Bitcoin Billionaire’s Babysitter 
Veterans Day Daddy 


Book 30: 


Book 31: 
Book 32: 


Cowboy’s Christmas Carol 
Police Officer’s Princess 
Statham 


Book 33: 


Bodyguard 


Book 34: 
Book 35: 
Book 36: 
Book 37: 


Greek God 

Billionaire Single Dad's Babysitter 
Mountain Man 

SEAL’s Justice 








Book 38: 


Book 3 9: 
Book 40: 
Book 41: 
Book 42: 
Book 43: 


Royal Romance 

Doctor Mountain Man’s Special Delivery 
Crocodile Dan D 

Mountain Man’s Secret Baby 

Doctor Bad Boy’s Secret Baby 

Cop's Babysitter 





Book 44: 


Book 45: 


Nanny for the Cop Next Door 
Small Town SEAL’s Saving_Grace 





Book 46: 


Book 47: 
Book 48: 


Cop’s Fake Fiancée 
Billionaire’s Nanny 
Cowboy's Babysitter 


Book 49: 


Book 50: 
Book 51: 


Steamy 
Brother’s Best Friend 
Possessive Professor 


Book 52: 


Book 53: 
Book 54: 
Book 55: 
Book 56: 
Book 57: 
Book 58: 


Firefighter’s Babysitter 
Soldier’s Secret Baby 

Ward's Independence Day 
Doctor Next Door 

Possessive Policeman 
Coached by the MMA Fighter 
Boss’s Babysitter 


